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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Nexus in exchange for the Iron Maiden story she wrote for me (which was amazing!) 


"Hey Mustaine, we got another one for you," the guard called, his voice echoing down the long hallway. Dave 
Mustaine's office - if it could be called such - was at the end of a long hallway. His job required him to keep a 
certain mindset. His days were filled with one of two things: interrogation or focusing his attention on loud, 
aggressive music. The small room contained a desk in which he kept a few personal items. Only a lamp sat atop 
it. The walls were gray and bare, much like the rest of the prison His apartment had the same sparse 
decorum. Mustaine didn't mind the long hours he worked. The pay was great and it kept him from drinking 
himself to death at his place. But there was one thing that he liked about his job that no one would have ever 


confronted him on but could have easily guessed..he liked to torture people. 


‘Liked was too weak of a word for what he did. He took great pleasure in it, reveled in it, enjoyed it. Screams 
for mercy didn’t cloud his judgment. So when the call came down the hallway that it was time to go to work, a 


deadly smile crossed Mustaine's face. 


He locked his desk and clipped his keys to a ring on his belt. His heavy black boots broke the silence of the dark 
hallway. Mustaine walked to the light at the end of the hall. He was used to the halls being without light, the 
prison warden wanting to save money where he could and not fixing lights unless they went out in main rooms. 


It looked less like a prison and more like a concrete cave now. 


He walked confidently through the maze of halls which led to the interrogation rooms. Waiting for him as 
always in the adjacent room was the file on the prisoner he was set to interrogate. He was given in period of 
time to review the file and get inside the head of the person, learn what made them tick. There would also be 


a short, hand-written list of the information the warden wanted extracted from the prisoner. 


Mustaine opened the folder and looked at the man he was about to interrogate. Ellefson, David Warren. Hair 
color, eye color, age, height, weight, blah, blah, blah. Alias - ‘Junior’ Mustaine laughed. Surely that was a 
mistake. Possible mafia ties though never confirmed. Official charges: money laundering, fraud, theft. One 
report Mustaine scanned through said Ellefson had taken $10 million from a business owner in Beijing, $12 
million from another in Venice. The feds had positive proof that Ellefson had taken the money but had no idea 
which bank it was currently in That was the only piece of evidence they didn't have and the only thing they 
needed Mustaine to find out. 


Before going into the room next door, Mustaine checked himself in the mirror two-way mirror. His bright red 
hair was pulled back in a ponytail, his long-sleeve black shirt was tucked into his black pants. He checked his 
pockets to make sure that the baton and taser where there and they were. Mustaine reached behind him and 
felt the spare set of handcuffs in their case. He took a deep breath and collected his thoughts before heading 
to the room that held Ellefson. 

Mustaine used the metallic side of his badge to scan himself into the room. There was a loud buzz and then a 
slam behind him as the door slid closed. A dark pair of eyes met Mustaine's own and held his gaze until he 
spoke. 

"Ellefson," the redhead nodded, his voice filled with false friendliness. 

David nodded back. "Mustaine." 

"So you know who | am?" 

"Yes. And you must also know who | am." 

Anyone could've given Ellefson that information; former inmates, the men who put him in the room. 

"Then you know what l'm here to do; and what l'm capable of" 


Ellefson nodded, his eyes unmoving and unafraid. 


"But since I've been called in, I'm guessing you are..unwilling to give up the current location of the money?" 


Ellefson flashed an acid smile and said nothing. ‘Pretentious little prick Mustaine thought. But he knew the best 
way to deal with pretentious little pricks. He circled the seated man and took in his appearance. He had yet to 
be given his orange jumpsuit and was clad in a gray undershirt, dark blue jeans and stained gray socks. The 
filth of the prison floor had stained them and nearly worn holes in the bottoms. The man's hair was past his 
shoulders, wavy and dirty. No telling how long itd been since he'd had a shower. There was dirt caked under 


his fingernails, which Ellefson was calmly picking out as Mustaine circled him. 
"Your lawyer must have told you..” 


Mustaine had his back turned for only a second when Ellefson leapt up and threw his handcuffs around his 
neck. Within seconds the tiny room was filled with guards that dragged David away, forcing him to sit back in 
the chair. He was held in place while another guard put shackles through a ring on the floor and around both 
of his ankles. It was loud and chaotic for less than one minute. Shouts and curses rang through the air. Once 
the prisoner was restrained Mustaine ordered the guards out of the room. He gave David a look like a man 


possessed and spat a threat. 
"| dont know who you think you are but your first month here is likely to be in solitary for that!" 
Ellefson sat perfectly still, eyes glaring and chest heaving. “I didn't realize you'd be such a crybaby about it" 
Mustaine could barely believe his ears. He thought for a moment before making his next comment 


"Still haven't learned your lesson, | take it," the redhead said, pacing the prisoner once again This time he knew 
the other man couldn't attack him. "You are aware that I'm allowed to get the location of the money from you 
by any means necessary, right? There are no cameras in this room, and | can do whatever | like. | can drag 
this out for days. Aside from the name of the bank and the country it's in, the only other question you need 


to consider is: how long can you handle it?" 


Dave was leaning across the table now, his face so close he could feel David's ragged breaths against the 
sweat on his neck. Slowly, David's eyes traveled down Dave's body, stopping at his waist. 


"Looks like you have something of your own to handle first,” the prisoner retorted, eyeing the bulge in Dave's 
pants. 


Dave jerked away and landed a solid smack across the other man's face. He turned his back and forced his 
thoughts elsewhere. It was true - Dave did get turned on by abusing the prisoners. It wasn't uncommon for 
him to jerk off when he went home after an interrogation. He hadn't always been aroused by hurting others, it 
was an obsession that had formed over a period of a few years and it had always been a secret..until now. 
Now not only did the prisoner know but any of his co-workers that had been behind the giant one-way glass. It 
didn't matter. No one was brave enough to actually confront Dave about it so he knew he wouldn't be 
harassed when the interrogation was over. Still, it bothered Dave that this man had been able to get to him so 
easily, in the mental and physical sense. Maybe it would be best to leave him be for a short time, stick him in 


a solitary cell overnight and try again the next day. He left the room to speak to the warden on the other side 
of the glass. He was thankful to find that was the only person there. 


"Might be best to threaten him then give him some time to think. He's gonna be a tough nut to crack," Dave 


explained. 


The warden shrugged. "I agree, this could take a while. Do what you think is best. I'm going home. Report to me 


in the morning.” 


The other man left, leaving Dave alone in the dark room with the one way mirror. There were no cameras but 
he still felt like he was being watched. Impossible, he knew. He'd overseen the installation of all the security 
equipment himself. It had even been his idea to leave this area camera-free for the interrogation of the worst 
criminals. Mustaine let his head fall into his hands. He rubbed his face for a moment, trying to clear his head. 
As much as he wanted to deny it, he really needed to jerk off before he went back inside. This would be the 
perfect place to do it; quiet, private. But then, a thought hit him like being shot - he could make the criminal 
do it. He'd get a blow job without being caught and get off at the same time. Before giving himself a moment 
to think it over he walked back into the room where David was still sitting calmly. Mustaine didn't give him a 


moment to react, just walked over, grabbed his hair and pulled the other man's face close. 


"You are going to give me the location of the bank and the money eventually, you know that just as well as | 
do," he began, whispering. "But until you decide to do so, we are going to make a better use for that mouth of 


yours." 


Dave unzipped his pants and pulled his dick out, never taking his eyes off of David. If the sight before him 
affected him he didn't let on, keeping his face steady and calm. Mustaine but his boot on the side of Ellefson's 


chair. 


"Lean forward," he commanded. No action from the other man prompted the pulling of his hair. "Open your 


mouth." 
Still without taking his eyes off of Dave the criminal did as he was told. 


"And if you should feel the need to bite down," Dave explained as he slid his cock in the other man's mouth. "l 
will feel the need to use this fun toy | didn't get to use earlier.” 


Dave reached inside his shirt and pulled out a taser, causing David's eyebrow to twitch for a moment until he 
once again controlled it. It was hard for Dave to keep his wits and concentration about him when David was 
doing exactly what he wanted but never thought he would do willingly. David knew what he was doing and Dave 


would go so far as to call him an expert. 


Ellefson's tongue gently licked every inch of Mustaine's dick, not even gagging when Dave leaned in close and 
filled his throat. David's hands strained against the cuffs as he tried to touch Dave. The elder man knew 


better, knowing his prisoner would take advantage of the situation once more if he uncuffed him. After only a 


minute or two Dave moved to sit on the table, allowing David to better move his head up and down his shaft. 


As his excitement grew Mustaine put his hands in David's hair again, this time caressing the dirty brown locks. 
He was close, and even whispered to David the way a lover would when he was about to come. When his 
orgasm finally overtook him he shuddered hard, a feeling of total relaxation overtaking him from the top of his 
head to the tips of his toes. David swallowed and kept his eyes on Dave as he came down from his high. 


Dave pulled his pants up again and straightened his uniform in the mirror. Conscious thought returned to him 


and he thought of a question to ask David, 


"Your lawyer has made an unbelievable deal for you, you know that," Dave panted, still catching his breath. 
"Why won't you just confess? You'll barely do any time and you'll be placed in witness protection afterward." 


"Well, if | did that," David replied softly, placing his hand on Dave's knee and moving it as much as he could still 
handcuffed. "Then we wouldn't have gotten the chance to do this." 


Dave laughed. He had no idea how David knew all the things about him that he did but it no longer mattered. A 
moment's happiness and contentment made up for the embarrassment and aggravation he'd suffered that day. 
Though he felt completely relaxed, Dave had an idea too good to let go. 

"So tomorrow, if | come back and give you one, then will you give me the location of the bank?" 


David thought of only one question. "If the original terms from my lawyer still exist, yes." 


Dave smiled. "Listen, | have to call the guards to put you in a cell for the night but I'll make sure it's a good 


one, not one where you'd have to sleep on the floor.” 


The redhead was a few steps away from the door when he had a sudden thought. "If you'd heard about me 
and wanted to get close to me, why did you attack me?" 


David's smile was devilish. He reached in the pocket of his jeans and produced a set of keys that Dave 
recognized instantly. They were his. 


"Incase you turned out to be a dick who wanted to keep me here, | still needed a means to escape." 
David put the keys on the table. Dave picked them up and put them in his own pocket. He felt blush rise into 


his cheeks and he left the room and called for the guards. It was the first time he'd ever been grateful for 
the dim prison lighting. 


